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DELIVERED  BY  THE  REV  HENRY  T 
MILLER.  D.  D..  OF  CHICAGO 

Ob  luAajr,  Aufu.l  *,  In  th«  VVr.lniln- 

^t«r  PmbjUrlM  Ckurrh,  ItloumllrM. 

|  /‘vUl.Anl  Ilf  rnfwit,  1  •  t 

-  "  II  doth  not  fol  appssr  whnt  vro  hIibII  lie; 

'  but  we  know  tbml  when  He  Mi  All  aiipeBr.  we 
'•ball  be  like  Him.”— 1  Jokn,  I’l.^ 

If  you  were  ever  la  Paris  sad  did  not 
visit  the  Jar-din  des  Plantes,  you  missed 
one  of  the  sweetest  attractions  of  the 
whole  city.  You  reach  It  hy  boat  ou  the 
Seine,  from  the  pier  nearest  the 
Louvre,  au»i  for  a  fare  of  tweuty  cen 
times  are  at  the  journey's  end.  Ou  the 
way  you  go  under  live  stone  bridges 
with  the  letter  N,  which  Na|H»leon  cut 
on  them,  chipped  off,  aud  past  Notre 
Dame  and  the  Hotel  Ue  Vide  and  the 
statue  of  Henry.  IV.  and  scores  of  other 
buildings  ami  statue*.  stirring  one  with 
their  strange  history. 

Reachlug  the  Jardlu  dee  Plantes  at 
once  you  are  ou  the  ground  where  the 
centuries  have  walked.  It  was  founded 
204  years  ago,  aud ‘ever}'  uge  has  but 
added  to  its  beauty,  liuffou  was  at  one 
time  its  director.  Cuvjer  here  lectured 
in  its  amphitheatre,  aud  Iluuiboldt  pre¬ 
sented  It  with  a  collection  of  4,500 
plants  from  America,  3,000  of  which 
were  of  species  before  unknown. 

But  the  greatest  attraction  to  me 
there  was  the  cedar  of  Lebanon.  No 
tourist  ever  failed  to  stand  under  its 
branches.  Of  all  trees  I  have  ever 
looked  upon,  no  tree  in  uo  laud  ever 
stirred  me  as  did  that.  It  is  twelve 
feet  in  circumference.  It  is  one  hun¬ 
dred  and  twenty  feet  up  to  the  first 
limb.  Its  top  is  a  swaying,  drooping 
canopy  of  deepest  green.  It  was  brought 


V 


from  the  mountains  of  Syria  aud  planted 
here  155  years  ago.  and  what  sights  has 
it  not  looked  upon  since.  The  doves 
were  cooing  in  its  branches,  and  the 
linnets  ami  chaffinches  were  flitting  in 
and  out  among  its  cones  in  whistling 
flocks,  and  I  sat  down  beside  the  great 
trunk  and  began  to  think. 

I  thought  of  its  native  home.  It  grew* 
on  the  summits  where  Hiram's  choppers 
cut  down  the  massive  timbers  for 
Solomon's  Temple.  I  thought  how  it 
started,  a  mere  sprout,  with  roots  no 
longer  than  the  breadth  of  your  bund. 
You  could  have  stepped  on  it  aud 
crushed  out  Its  life.  It  had  two  leaves 
or  four  leaves  or  a  half-dozen  leaves 
at  boM,  aad  that  was  all.  T  thought 
how  It  pulled  itself  up  toward  the 
sun  as  the  years  went  by,  putting 
firmer  fibre  into  limb  and  trunk  until 
oriole  and  nightingale  flew  Into  its 
branches  aud  built  tbeir  nests.  I  then 
thought  how  it  had  been  planted  here, 
and  for  a  century  aud  a,  half  had  been 
broadening  out  and  climbing  up  and 
sending  the  long  lingers  of  its  roots 
down  among  the  coarse  gravel. 

Why,  it  was  growing  here  before 
America  was  free.  When  planted,  Louis 
XV.  was  on  thb  throne  of  France  and 
George  II.  on  the  throne  of  England.  It 
lived  through  all  the  ^Napoleonic  wars 
and  Baw  the  French  revolution  break  in 
blood  over  the  land.  Marie  Antoinette 
went  from  Its  shade  to  the  guillotine 
block,  and  Robespierre  fell  in  infamy, 
with  Its  tossing  branches,  jubilant  over 
his  death.  It  knew  of  Austerlitz  and 
Waterloo  and  8t.  Helena,  with  the  em¬ 
pire  overthrown,  and  staggering  to  Us 
feet  again,  and  overthrown  once  more, 
till  France  knew  no  rest  in  the  strife 
for  power. 

What  a  beginning  and  what  agrowing! 
In  Syria  you  could  have  held  It  In  your 
hand.  With  a  single  pull  you  could 
have  torn  it  up  and  shaken  the  earth 
from  its  thread  roots.  It  had  ho  lodge¬ 
ment  for  birds,  or  limbs  for  the  winds 
to  play  on,  or  cones  to  be  shaken  off 
Into  the  hands  of  the  great  rooks  below 
And  still  here  above  me  it  held  Its  sway 
Ing  top  well  nigh  to  the  clouds.  All 
fowl  of  every  wing  flew  Into  Its  branches 
When  the  tempest  oame  It  laughed  at 
Its  fury,  and  threw  after  the  winds  Its 
realnous  cones  to  show  how  little  it 
oared  for  the  rocking. 

The  thought  has  come  that  in  this  we 
have  a  little  hint  of  the  great  change 
that  lk  destined  to  take  place  In  jou  and 
me.  I  do  not  suppose  that  to-day  we 
have  any  conception  of  It.  It  Is  so  vast 
in  breadth  of  time  anil  height  of  glory 
.  that  Its  surpassing  magnificence  la  be¬ 
yond  all  our  Imaginings.  And  still  It  Is 
coming.  As  surely  as  God  lives  and 
His  word  Is  true,  we  arc  to  be  changed 
mm  ■  gfuiy  lltB  llliur  f  BA  Bon"oT  M 

'•  It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall 
be,  but  we  know  that  when  He  shall 
appear,  we  shall  be  like  Him." 

And  Drat,  we  shall  he  like  Him  In  our 
riches. 

Ws  are  very  poor  now.  None  of  its 
get  together  any  large  wealth.  We  go 
out  with  our  muck-rakes  and  scrape  the 
fields  all  over  and  bare  little  to  show 
for  It.  A  few  sticks  and  a  few  stones 
and  a  stray  stubble-stalk  here  and  there, 
and  that  Is  all.  I  am  constantly  sur¬ 
prised  that  tbs  great  mass  of  the  people 
have  so  little.  There  are  hundreds  of 
Seven  Dials  to  one  I'lcadilly  end  hun¬ 
dreds  of  Canongates  to  one  Queen  Street 
We  live  in  common  house*  and  eat  at 
common  tables  and  wear  common 
dothesJ  Of  course  we  want  to  do  lietter 
and  live  better.  There  Is  not  a  person 
hare  but  would  like  to  be  rich.  That 
pot  of  gold  at  the  end  bf  the  rainbow  Is 
what  we  are  all  rnsnlog  after.  We 
would  like  to  plok  It  up.  pot  and  all,  and 
(pakeoff  with  it  without  tbe  shaking 


out  of  a  Bingle  plots*.  But  somehow  we 
never  find  It.  Run  never  so  far.  get 
never  so  tired,  we  still  are  as  empty 
handed  aa  ever.  There  is  always  u 
mountain  yet  to  climb ;  there  is  always  a 
bog  yet  to-be  wailed  over  Itefore  we  can 
come  to  the  place  where  with  a  single 
scoop  of  the  hand  we  can  fill  our  pockets 
full. 

But,  blessed  lie  God,  this  poverty  is 
not  to  bold  on  forever.  The  time  is 
coming,  and  that  right  soon,  when  we 
are  golog  to  lie  rich.  Out  of  common 
houses,  we  ore  going  Into  mansions. 
Up  frpm  common  tables,  we  are  going 
to  feast  with  the  King.  <  UT  with  common 
Clothes,  we  are  going  to  put  on  robes  of 
royalty.  Tell  me,  if  you  can.  all  the 
unbounded  wealth  of  tin*  Soil  of  God, 
and  then  I  will  tall  you  what  our  wealth 
is  to  be,  for  we  are  to  tie  like  Him. 

Will  not  that  lie  grand !  Over  iu 
Loudon  I  visited  the  house  of  John 
Wesley,  it  stands  to-duv  just  as  lie 


that  when  He  walks  a  halo  swims  Iu  the 
air  long  after  be  has  passed  hy. 

Aud  something  of  like  glory  is 


to 


of  sin*  Tills  Is  the  one  shadow  that 
!  falls  upon  everything  H  tracks  rue  by 
be  ,  dav  and  it  flies  over  me  by  night,  ami  I 


ours  if  we  ever  reach  heaven.  “It  doth 
not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  he,  hot  we 
know  that  when  He  shall  *ap|ieur,  we 
shall  lie  like  Him."  That  is  enough. 
If  wo  can  only  take  ou  a  little  of  his 
glory,  we  will  ask  no  more. 

You  know  that  some  persons  are 
strangely  puzzled  about  the  resurrec¬ 
tion.  They  .want  to  know  wbut  np- 


ean  never  escape  It.  It  is  true,  idu  in 
the  world,  anil  the  world  becomes  hell 
at  once.  It  digs  all  our  graves  and 
brings  all  our  tears  and  ache*  »*H  oilr 
hearts  and  blights  all  our  tiO|*a.  Is 
there  a  land  where  It  never  comes? 
Blessed  tie  < iod ;  there  Is.  Just  beyond 
the  clouds  yonder,  ami  then  the  ravish¬ 
ment  of  bcaveu.  into  it  "there  shall  In 


pearunce  our  bodies  will  have  coining  I  no  wise  enter  anything  that  dellleth, 
up  out  of  the  grave.  They  ask  wbut  we  neither  whatsoever  worketh  aboaiina- 


shall  leave  off  and  what  we  shall  put  ou, 
and*whclhcr  our  forms  will  l*!  wholly 
material  or  wholly  spiritual.  For  my¬ 
self  1  do  not  care,  it  matters'  nothing 
to  me  wiiat  the  body,  so  long  as  1 
jiositively  Know  it  Is  going  to  be 
glorious. 

Think  of  it!  A  form  like  unto  tin* 
sou  of  man.  Now  wn  liuve  to  wink 

hard — Uur  ahouUlers — Uwuaai  ninwioi  d 


left  It  l  hi*  very  part.  The  rooms  are 
small  and  the  floors  are  uncar|ieted  and 
the  furniture  is  plain.  I  went  into  his 
study  where  ho  wrote  und  prayed  the 
Methodist  Church  Into  being,  and  one 
could  scarcely  beljeve  that  in  place  so 
common  such  a  mighty  work  wus  done. 

You  remember  his  epitaph,  written  by 
himself :  "  Here  lietb  the  body  of  John 
Wesley,  a  brand  plucked  out  of  the 
burning,  who  died  of  consumption,  uot 
leaving,  after  his  debts  arc  paid,  ten 
pounds  behind  him."  That  was  poverty  ; 
but  think  of  John  Wesley  to-day.  For 
nearly  a  hundred  years  now  he  has  been 
a  millionaire,  ho  has  been  a  billionaire, 
be  has  been  u  triilionaire !  All  the 
wealth  of  heaven  has  been  laid  ut  his 
feet.  Not  a  street  of  gold  or  ohuiu  of 
ivory  or  crown,  of  amethyst  but  lie  has 
walked  over,  or  sat  upon,  or  lifted  to 
his  head.  Abundance  above  abundance ; 
luxury  overtopping  luxury,  and  the  end 
Is  not  yet. 

Such  munificence  is  tu  be  ours.  I 
care-  uot  how  straightened  your  cir¬ 
cumstances  to-day.  You  may  be  the 
poorest  man  in  the  house.  You  may  be 
woman  having  no  more  than  tbe 
widow  with  two  rultea,  but  It  mutters 
uot.  You  are  the  chlldHT-n  king.  You 
have  an  inheritance  Incorruptible  and 
undeflled  and  that  fadeth  not  away  iu 
heaven.  Y’ou  have  claims  to  an  estate 
composed  with  which  Chatsworth  and 
Versailles  are  mere  pasture  lots,  tilled  | 
with  brambles  and  mullein,  stalks,  where  ( 
the  sheep  tear  their  wool  und  nibble  nt  f 

the  parched  grass.  j _ 

Oh,  the  riches  that  ars  In  store  for  ,aTf  f  things 


'V' 

anil 


tlon,  or  innkctli  a  lie  ;  but  they  wMiich  are 
written  In  the  Lamb’s  book  of  life." 

Tliltlici  we  are  going,  and  thither  we 
shall  be  without  »UI.  It.  could  Uot  be 
i  otheiwisi .  Streets  of  gold,  garments  of 
white,  companionship  of  angels,  charac¬ 
ter  of  the  Son  of  God.  ••  It  doth  not  yet 
appear  what  we  shall  be,  but  we  know 
that  when  He  shall  appear,  we  shall  be 
-UIm.  Grrv  - - 1 - —  * 


and  our  knuckles  become  knotted 
the  plow  turns  great  furrows  across  our 
foreheads.  W»  have  little  of  real 
beauty.  The  years  go  by  and  each  one 
chips  us  a  little  till  we  stand  as. mutilat¬ 
ed  statues,  robbed  of  every  attraction 

-u.l  V 


we  may  ha\><  had. 

But  oh,  up  there 
restoration.  All  our 


there  Is  to 
lost  beauty 


be 

is 


a, 

to 


A  soldier  wus  dying  iu  the  , hospital, 
ami  at  the  last  moment  he  rose  up  in 
lied  aud  cried,  "Here,  Here  £  The  at¬ 
tendants  laid  li+msearefuWjt  back  oil  the 
pillow,  and  asked  him  wbut  he  meant. 
"Oh,"  he  said,  "I  thought  I  heard  the 
roll-call  of  heaveu.  und  was  only  answer¬ 
ing  to  my  uaina." 

God  giant  that  when  at  lust  the  roll- 


bc  brought  back  and  multiplied  a  bun-  call  shall  actually  come,  not  one  of  us 


died  fold.  Eveu  those  who  aie  positively 
ugly  now  will  lie  made  gloriously  hand¬ 
some.  Wrinkles  all  out  of  the  forehead, 
swellings  all  out  of  tlo>  knuckles,  tun  nil 
out  of  the  checks,  lameness  all  out  of 
the  limbs,  beautiful,  beautiful! 

lu  the  Vatican  you  can  see  the  Apollo 
Bclvidere.  No  one  knows  the  urtist, 
and  m>  one  certainly  knows  what  the 
figure  is  meant  to  tell.  But  It  seems  a 
god  is  standing  .before  you,  so  perfect 
Is  it.  The  face  is  perfect  and  the  huml-^ 
are  perfect  aud  the  limbs  arts.' perfect . 
Should  you  j^lueh  tbe  aim.  it  surely 
seems  the  blood  would  rush-  to  the  sur¬ 
face  and  blotch  it  red  How  the  lines 
of  beauty  curve  the  whole  form,  but 
hear  ms  when  I  say  that  just  so  beauti¬ 
ful  are  you  to  be  in  the  mighty  regenera¬ 
tion  and  restoration  certain  to  come  in 
the  years  that  are  ahead.  Oh,vwhat  ex¬ 
periences  you  are  t  >  walk  into!  Off  with, 
the  old,  off  with  the  we.  k,  "off  with  the 
ugly-;  aud  on  with  all  that  is  young  und 
strong  arid  beautiful. 

But,  unco  more,  we  are  to  be  like  Christ 
in  our  sinlessness. 

This  was  the  one  thing  lie  brought 
from  heaveu.  .  lie  did  not  bring  many  .. 

Coming  to  enrtli,  the  bundle  LtT 


will  be  absent,  but  redeemed- at 


right 

Here 


hum! 


we  mac  auswe 


Christ’s 
"Here ! 
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of  God’s  children.  The  abundance  is  so 
great  I  cannot  compute  It.  I,  go  up.uuo 
street  of  heaven  looking  at  the  mansions, 
and  the  cry  Is,  "All  are  yours."  go 
up  another  street  of  heaven  looking  at 
the  mansions,  and  the  cry  is.  "All  are 
yours."  I  wander  out  under  the  tree  of 
life,  with  branches  pulled  down  low 
with  the  wrtight  of  the  fruit,  and  the 
cry  is,  "All  are  yours.’’  I  look  off  upon 
the  hills,  surf  beaten  with  song  aud 
apeal  with  the  ringing  of  bells,  and  the 
cry  is,  "All  are  yours  ’’  I  wander  into 
temples  that  never  close,  and  meet 
processions  that  never  halt,  and  look 
into  eyes  that  never  weep,  and  miDgle 
with  friends  that  never  part,  and  the 
cry  still  Js,  "All  are  yours.”  And  ns 
these  mighty  possessions  roll  in  upon 
me  like  great  waves  of  tbe  sea,  I  have 
to  hold  on  fast,  lest  I  be  swept  off  and 
drowned  in  tbe  emotions  of  gladness 
and  thanksgiving  and  triumph  1  , — — 

But,  again,  we  shall  be  like  Him  in 
our  glorified  forms. 

We  do  not  certainly  know  how  the 
Master  looked  when  upon  earth.  We 
have  conventional  pictures  of  Ulin 
which  all  will  recognize,  and  yet  no  one 
can  tell  whether  they  are  surely  ac¬ 
curate.  Raphael  painted  Him  In  the 
manger,  with  the  magi  bowing  in 
. -adoration.  Murillo  painted  Him  as  a 
child,  with  a  face  kissed  of  heaven  It¬ 
self.  Jb- m brand t  threw  Him  on  the 
canvas  as  he  stood  Messing  little 
children.  Leonardo  da  Vinci  shows 
Him  breaking  bread  at  the  last  supper; 
and  Correggio  and  Rubens  paint  Him  on 
the  cross,  with  a  look  of  suffering,  that 
seemingly  would  have  broken  the  hearts 
of  his  murderers. 

But  really  we  do  not  know  whether 
one  of  these  Is  true  to  life.  With  atl  tbe 
genius  of  the  masters,  they  may  have 
painted  way  off  from  bis  face  -as  It 
actually  was.  And  yet  It  really  makgs 
but  little  difference.  Whatever  his 
features  on  earth,  we  know  that  to^ay 
they  are  glorified  with  a  beauty  beyond 
the  shaping  of  any  face  our  eyes  have 
erw’HBMr — “ - * — * - 


I  have  often  thought  of  the  trans¬ 
figuration.  It  was  a  moment's  putting 
on  of  the  form  He  had  in  heaven.  The 
face,  why  It  became  Inexpressibly  tran¬ 
scendent  In  tbe  halo  that  surged  over  It. 
Tbe  reltpent.  why  It  glistened  gs  though 
a  thousand  suns  were  burning  In  sleeve 
and  skirt.  Little  wonder  tbo  Disciples 
fell  full  upon  tbeir  faces.  It  wen  s 
sheen  from  the'  throne,  and  no  one  could 
stand  before  It. 

And  thus  has  been  bis  glory  in  all  the 
ages  since.  Blow  out  every  oandlo  of 
hSttan,  aud  the  brightness  coming  from 
his  form  would  pour  a  burning  flood 
through  every  street  Bnm  wall  to  wall. 
"The  city  had  no  need  of  the  sun, 
neither  of  tbe  moon  to  shine  In  Jf ;  for 
the  glory  of  God  did  lighten  It.  and  the 
l.amb  of  the  light  thereof." 

Oh.  what  effulgence  flaming  out  from 
all  his  person. .  I  suppose  bis  fsce  Is 
brighter  than  our  sun  st  high  noon-day. 
I  suppose  tbe  scarf  over  His  shoulders  Is 
made  of  braided  rainbows.  I  suppose 


his  baud  was  not  large.  Nearly  all  h!s 
pilssessioua-wate-  left  l*e-bimi.  Had  ynn 
looked  for  his  wealth,  you  would  uot 
have  found  that.  Had~you  looked  for 
histhione,  you  would  not  have  found 
that.  Had  you  looked  for  his  robe  of 
white,  you  would  uot  have  found  that. 
There  was  scarcely  anything  He  brought, 
with  Him  coming  into  this  world  of  ours. 
Just  as  Henry  II.,  when  his  son  was 
crowned,  took  off  ids  royal  rotas  and 
put  on  a  servant's  apron,  anil  served  at 
the  feast."  So  with  our  king  coming  to 
earth.  Over  the  arm  of  the  throne 
chair  he  threw  his  robe,  ami  putting  on 

A- 

a  servant's  apron,  came  not  to  be  min¬ 
istered  unto,  but  to  minister  a  servant 
of  all.  _ 

And  yet  there  was  one  thiug  „He 
brought  with  Him,  and  that  was  the 
perfect  sinlessness  of  his  character. 
You  inay  take  his  life  from  the  Bethle¬ 
hem  feedTn'g  box  to  The  day  w  hen  He 
pulled  the  rough  timber  up  Calvary,  and 
in  all  that  distance  you  shall  not  And 
one  sin  gjinglug  to  Him.  I  marvel  at 
this.  It  Is  to  me  tbe  miracle  of  all 
miracles  that  he  should  have  gone 
through  our  muddy  world  uuspattered 
of  its  filth.  They  mobbed  Him  so  and 
they  caricatured  Him  so.  and  they  curs¬ 
ed  Him  so,  that  I  wonder  He  did  not 
lose  all  control,  and  rush  upon  them  as 
the  hurriffhno  rushes  when  the  lines  are 
dropped  loose  upon  its  neck.  ' 

But  no,  Ho  did  not.  Iu  nil  tbo  way 
there  was  absolute  nelf-cont’-nl.  Others 
lost  tbeir  temper,  but  He  did  not. 
Others  played  tbe  hypocrite,  but  He  did 
not.  Others  drank  blood  as  out  of  a 
bowl,  but  He  did  not.  He  was  gentle 
aud  kind  and  loving  nnd  forgiving, 
"tempted  in  ail  points  like  as  we  are, 
yet  without  sin." 

And,  Christian  friends,  that  Is  to  bo 
our  character  In  heaven,  for  we  an-  to 
be  like  Him.  Tbla  "old  man"- that  uow 

so  bothers  us,  la  to  bo  thrown  off,  and 
we  are  to  put  on  the  ••new  man,’1  even 
Christ  Jesus.  I  hardly  dare  think  of  It, 
It  seems  bo1  entrancing. 

Whal  is  that  now  so  troubles  you. 
This  la  1!  Beautiful  world  |n  which  to 
live.  Where  in  all  the  universe  Is  there 
a  brighter  sun?  Among  all  the  planets 
where  can  we  go  and  find  sweeter 
flowers,  or  deeper  seas,  or  higher  moun¬ 
tains,  or  more  ravishing  muslcof  cascade 
tumbling  with  clash  and  spray  over  the 
lichen  rocks?  I  go  through  the  forests. 
They  are  full  of  buzz  and  chirp  and 
song.  I  walk  through  the  fields.  Dan¬ 
delions  and  buttercups  thrown  every¬ 
where,  as  If  from  tbe  ban* I  of  a  -aower. 
The  orchards :  they  give  me  burin,  aud 
then  they  give  me  blossoms,  and  then 
they  give  me  the  ripe  fruit,  falling  into 
my  lap.  The  birds;  lark  nnd  oriole  and 
bobolink  and  whippoorwill,  songs  right 
out  wf  heaven,  nnd  plumage  dashed  as 
though  the  rainbow  had  got  tangled  in 
their  winga. 

Beautiful  world !  What  more  can  W» 
aak  for?  How  ie  It  that  you  are  not 
happy  with  such  A  full  cup  of  bless¬ 
ings? 

Well,  you  say  I  am  not  happy  beesuea 


Tit  II  at*  I  lift-  II  ■.•-SMUII. 

A  good  story  is  toll  I  of  the  late  Profes¬ 
sor  Morreii,  which  carries  with  it  a  \ulu- 
able  lesson  in  school  management  He 
had  it  high-strung  Beacon  Hill  damsel  as 
one  of  his  pupils,  who  made  herself  par¬ 
ticular  obnoxious  by  her  haughty  ami 
even  insolent  l>eariug,  displaying  her 
contempt  for  uil  about  her  so  markedly 
.that  it  became  ut  last  unbearab’e. 

"1  knew  her  mother  in  F ranee,  "  said 
the  professor,-  whoso  broken  English 
there  is  no  need  of  producing  here,  "and 
she  w  as  a  most  exquisitely  modest  aud 
unassuming  woman.  But  the  daughter 
was  so  insolent  that  she  had  to  -have  a 
lesson  ;  so  T  said  to  her:  ‘Will  you  lie 
so  good  as  to  remain  after  tho  lesson?  I 
have  something  to  tell  you.  She  stays, 
^ud  in  her  huughiest  manner  she  says . 
\uu  wish  to  speak  to  me?' 

"  •  Yes.  You  are  Mias  So-aud-«o?' 

**  ’  Yes.' 

"•And  you  live  at  No  Beacon 

-Street.  ?'  | 

m  ‘J  •  i  -  - 

"  *  And  “Vo  nr  frith** r  Is  Mr.  So-and-so  ?’ 

"  ‘  Yus.' 

A HYt  your  mother Ts  the  lovely  and 
aweet  Mrs.  Ko-nud-so  I  have  met  in 
France?' 

“  ‘  Well?’ 

11  ‘Oh,’  I  said,  ‘you  are  sure,  there  is 
no  mistake?' 

"  ‘  No  mistake  !  Wimt  do  y#*u  mean?' 

"  *  I  kui  exceedingly  surprised  that 
you  corns  of  such  a  family  and  so  well 
born.' 

‘‘•Sir!’ 

•“  1  urn  much  surprised.  I  have  been 
sure  you  came  of  a  new-rich  family, some 
parvenu  ' 

"  •  Sir !’ 

"‘You  think,  Mademoiselle,'  I  said,  I 
soften|ng  my  rnafmer.  ‘  that  the  haughtl- 
Tiess-is  aristocratic.  Now  you  will  par¬ 
don  an  obi  man  if  I  remind  you  that  the  i 
contrary  is  true.  I  have  known  your 
mother  so  long  that  I  dare  ty  be. frank  , 
with  you.  You  have  been  very  incident 
In  the  class.' 

‘“Insolent,  Monsieur?' 

"  ‘Yes,  Mademoiselle.  You  have  taken 
this  for  u  mark  of  aristocracy.  Ho  does 
the  daughter  of  the  Jew  money-lender. 
Totf -had  much  better  copy  your  mother, 
your  gentle,  lady  mother.'  » 

"  And  I  made  her  ray  l»est  bow  and 
left  her  to  think  alsmt  It.  And  hIih  was 
a  good  girl  afterward  :  a  very  good  girl." 

Concerning  this  story,  the  Boston 
Courier,  well  suyB  :  "  It  is  a  pity  this  wise 
and  shrewdly  worded  reproof  could  not 
sink  into  the  hearts  of  many  a  young 
girl  to-day  who  foolishly  faneies  she  is 
asserting  the  loftiness  uf  her  social  posi¬ 
tion  hy  an  Insolence  which  only  proves 
that  she  Is  not  sufficiently  sure  of  her 
standing  to  cease  to  be  troubled  about 
it.  It  takes  a  good  many  generations  to  , 
set  one  Socially  ho  high  that  one  does 
not  need  to  condescend  to  any  human 
being." 


SADDLERY 


Complete  Lines  of  Horse  Furnishii 


i  \ar)  Up  A  Ti 

It  would  appear  that  a  place  at 

The  Top  of  the  Coh 

is  desirable.  Such  space  is  ex¬ 
pensive,  but  we  can  furnish  it 
to  enterprising  advertisers. 
There  is 

ALWAYS  ROOM  AT  THE 

*-  for  tbe  man  who  knows  how 
to  get  there.' 


BAR  G  A  I N  S 

-WALL  PAPERSJ 

F.  C.  AUCOTT, 

No.  45  Myrtle  Avenue, 


BLOOMFIELD. 


W.  M.  Hopler 


1  9  Broad  Street. 


FRESH  MEATS,  FISH,  YEGE- 
—  TABLES,  ETC., 

at- the  Lowest  Cash  Prices. 


Down !  -  - 

Down !! 

|  Downl 

Best  Creamery  Batter, 

SUGAR  AGAIN  LOT’ 

Good  Goods  at  Low 

FREE  DELIVERY. 

L.  DAWKINl 

Bloomfield  Centre. 

philip  bat; 

“The  Universal1 

Boots  ShoeSI 

308  Glen  wood  A\ 

BLOOMFIELD. 


HATS.  HATS. 

A  Fine  Derby  (or  $1.90. 

CORRECT  STYLES. 

Dunlap, 

Youman, 

_  ,  Miller. 

Tbe  Montclair  Township  Co  nmlttc  ^ LOWCSt  HtWl  aiM  N.Y.  PTICCS 

pitted  ft’  resolution  tttt  M«nnl#iy  fiiffht  f 

notifying  the  <*ity  of  Onifi#”  Unit  Mont-  SHk  Hats  Ironed  aad  Jade  to  Order. 

cinlr  was  ready  to  loin  in  the  . •aimim.-. 


Custom  Work  a  Special! 
Repairing  Neatly 
ALL  GOODS  WARRANTO! 

FRED.  CLOCK, | 

BurrLRii  »*r 


t.ion  of  the  trunk  sewer.  Another  ucsolu- 
tlon  was  passed  requesting  permission 
from  Bloomfield  township  to  lay  sewer 
mains  through  the  streets  of  thsf  town 
to  rem  h  the  outlet  sewer. 

Asscssffrttorrls  reported  that  his  tax 
duplicate  would  be  ready  In  two  weeks. 

Th*»  township  Treasurer  was  directed 
to  have  the  township  note  for  *5,iXK)  dis¬ 
counted  in  antlcipsUon  of  taxes. 

Contractor  McDowell  was  directed  to 
go  ahead  with  the  ‘  macadamizing  of 
Oran  e  Road.  Tho  properly -owner*  of 
Upper  Montclair  requested  that,  tho  sum 
of  9100,  deposited  by  them  for  the  grad¬ 
ing  of  Midland  Avenue,  l»«  returned,  as 
the  petition  ha*l  been  rejected.  '  I 

Chief  Keller  of  the  Fire  Department 
asked  that  Mr.  DeWItt  be  restrained 
from  euttlng  the  telephone  wire  that 
crosses  his  property  to  Hose-house, 
No.  il.4  0  ^  I 

Thos  Flannery '  A  Ciq’s  Bloomfield. 
Montdalr  and  New  York  Express  is  the 
quick  and  safe  method  <>  transportation. 

-  ririrf. 

— r-  - 


MCOdbfi,  the  Hatter 

301  Glenwood  Ave. 

Tbe  Only  Practical  Hatter  Id  Bloomfield. 

.  A.  DAY, 

Bloomfield  Centro. 

e  *  # 

Baker  and  Confectioner. 

Ice  Cream  and  Ices, 

ALL  FLAVORS 

Bricks  a  Specialty  all  the  year  round. 

MARTIN  ZAHNLE, 

SHAVING  AND  HAIR-CUTTING, 

318  Glenwood  Ave. 

siisnUon  (Iran  a*  rimiar  ts.«is»,‘  •**] 
ctoMrar*  hair  and  trlmnila'tf  of  b*n*a. 

nSeUtStS!^.n.^-  8n,ok,n* 


P.  O.  BOX 

CARLSTADT^N.  J- 

Horkruter,  MiluHwkee.  A 
Birrs  a  Specialty. 

» m I'ohthh  »»K  hiiim: 


Order*  l>y  mail  nrmwptlr 
DelUerwl  at  nmlileuciM  on  TliursJ*^ 

THEODORE  CADMUS  « 

the  old  and  reliable 
ers,  are  prepared  to 
estimates  on  either 
work  or  remodeling. 

-  Jobbing  is  also  our 

Our  shop  is  on  Far 
St.,  near  Bloomfield 
Residence.  104  Thom*5] 

SPEER  &  ST  AGE* 

PAINTING  and  PAPER-MI 

No.  am  Montiro«"*r* 

Posi-fflce  b»i  m. 

House,  Sign,  and  ** 

Kalsomlning.  Graining.  »«•. 

Jobbing  prom  pH  jl  t" 

chcorfmiy  *tv«n. 
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